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THE BEST OF GOOD READING

upon their arms; for she was the Queen 'of them
all; and perhaps of more besides.

"Where have you been?" they asked her.

"I have been smoothing sick folk's pillows,
and whispering sweet dreams into their ears;
opening cottage casements, to let out the
stifling air; coaxing little children away from
gutters, and foul pools where fever breeds;
turning women from the gin-shop door, and
staying men's hands as they were going to
strike their wives; doing all I can to help those
who will not.help themselves: and little enough
that is, and weary work for me. But I have
brought you a new little brother, and watched
him safe all the way here."

Then all the fairies laughed for joy as they
thought that they had a little brother coming.

"But mind, maidens, he must not see you,
or know that you are here. He is but a savage
now, and like the beasts which perish; and from
the beasts which perish he must learn. So you
must not play with him, or speak to him, or
let him see you: but only keep him from being
harmed,"

Then the fairies were sad, because they could
not play with their new brother, but they always
did what they were told.

And their Queen floated away down the river;
and whither she went, thither she came. But
all this Tom, of course, never saw or heard:
and perhaps if he had, it would have made
little difference in the story; for he was so hot
and thirsty, and longed so to be clean for once,
that he tumbled himself as quick as he could
into the clear cool stream.

And he had not been in it two minutes before
he fell fast asleep, into the quietest, sunniest,
cosiest sleep that ever he had in his life; and
he dreamt about the green meadows by which
he had walked that morning, and the tall elm
trees, and the sleeping cows; and after that he
dreamt of nothing at all.

The reason of his falling into such a delightful
sleep is very simple; and yet hardly anyone
has found it out. It was merely that the fairies
took him.

THE CHILDREN OF BLENTARN
GHYLL
[This story of the courage and devotion of a
nine-year-old girl is taken from A Book of
Golden Deeds, by Charlotte M. Yonge. Miss
Yonge wrote a large number of excellent books
for young people. The most popular of these
are The Chaplet of Pearls, The Dove in the
Eagle's Nest (which everyone ought to read),
and The Lances of Lynwood.]
BLENTARN GHYLL is the name of a little
narrow gorge in those Westmoreland moun-
tains, called Langdale Pikes, at whose feet lie the
lovely green vale and lake of Grasmere. The
lake is fed by mountain streamlets, called in
the north becks. One of these becks comes down
another beautiful valley called Easedale, shel-
tered by mountains and green with grass, as
smooth and soft as on a lawn, from being
cropped short by the sheep, which can -be
turned out here earlier in the spring than on the
other mountain-sides. At one end, Easedale
opens on the village of Grasmere, at the other
is a steep ascent, leading to a bare stony ravine,
shut in on all sides by high mountains, and with
no outlet except the rough descent into Ease-
dale, and likewise a dangerous winding path
about six miles over the mountains to Langdale
Head.' This lonely ravine is called Far Ease-
dale, and at the upper end there formerly
stood a cottage named Bientarn GhylL Ghyli
means a cleft worn in the rock by water; and
just above the cottage there is such a cleft,
opening from a basin in the rock that must once
have been a tarn, or mountain lakelet, but the
pool is now dry, and for want of the living eye
of sparkling water, it is termed Bientarn or
Blind pool.
The cottage was the dwelling of an honest
old soldier named George Green, who had taken
the little mountain farm, and married an active,
bustling woman, who kept her home in great
order, and regularly sent her children, tidily
dressed, to school at Grasmere whenever the
weather did not make the long wild mountain
walk impossible for them,
It was in the winter of the year 1807 that there
was an auction of furniture at a farmhouse at
Langdale Head. These sales are great occasions